"Sure the little lady can play," Harry said. "Help
yourself; play as long as you want to." He bent again
and returned his racket to Its Intricate casing, twisting
nuts here and there; his back was sullen^ with $ boy's
sullenness.

"Please, Mr. Mitchell/5 the girl said.    ,

"Go ahead," Harry repeated "Here, you jellybeans^
how about fixing up a set with the little lady ?"

"Don't mind him," Belle told the girl. "He and
Horace can play some other time. Hell have to make
a fourth, anyway*"

The two players stood now^ politely waiting,,

"Sure5 Mr. Harry, come on- Me and Frankie'll play
you and Joe/5 one of them said.

"You folks go ahead and play a set," Harry
repeated. "I've got a little business to talk over with
Horace, You all go ahead*" He overrode their polite
protests^ and they took the court- Then he jerked his
head significantly at Horace.

"Go on with him," Belle said, "The baby!** Without
looking at him, without touching hii% she enveloped
him with rich and smoldering promise, Mrs. Marders
sat across the table from thems curious and bright and
cold with her teacup. "Unless you want to play with
that silly child again.5*

"Silly?" Horace repeated. "She's too young to be
unconsciously silly yet.5*

"Eiiin along/9 Belle told him5 "and hurry back Mrs.
Marders and I are tired of one another.**

Horace followed his host Into the house^ followed his
sliort^ rolling gait and the bald indomitability of his
head* From the kitchen as they passed little Beliefs
voice came steadily 5 recounting some astonishment of
the day^ with an occasional mellow ejaculation from
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